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' BAY STATE 8050. '

("They hid tent word to ns from Philadelphia that we
' could not put through that citj, (Baltimore,) bat tha Col-

onel made aphis mind that we could; and 10 we did.
You may depend upon it, that wherever we are

ordered wa shall do oor duty, and sot make a blot on the
record, of Massachusetts."
t lemi ntox x Peiviti or th Oih Riancssrr.
, The cum of Baltimore il the cause of the whole
-- Sonth.r A. n.Ennun.

,Tra ' Tina U fttttfor the ITSarjf."

Tj the old Bay Bute
With the Pine-Tre- e warin- - hi jh,

Foremost where the fight i. thickest,
Freedom still her battle-cr-

From the rocky shore of Plymontb,

From the plains of Lexington,
From beneath the shaflof Conker,

Every hero sends a son.

CHOsrr To the fray comet the Bay State,
Clear the way for the Bay Bute,
Trait yon may in the Bsy State,

She will do or die.

From our dear old Berkshire moontaia,
From Cape Cod's sand,

With one cry wa niih to battle-Free- dom,

and oar native land!
From the qniet criTe. of Concord,

Still, at in onr father.' day,

Where her eonntry't need it creatett,
Masiaebnsetts leads the way.

Chokes To the fray, fce.

Onward dash the Pine-Tre- e banner.
Where a threatened Senate calls,

Ere s foe in Freedom's city
Detecrate her sacred hall.;

Where a son would strike a mother,

With a traitor's .tealthy blow.

Forward! every loyal brother,

Fly to crash the daitarJ foe.

CaORtrs To the fray, fcc.

OnwarJ, then, oar stainless banner;
Let it kiss the stripe and star,

Till in weal and woe lnited,
They forerrt wedded are.

We will plant them by the river,
By tha golf, and by the strand,

Till they float, to float forever,

O'er a free, united land.

Cuoscs To the fray, &c.

We have lelt the plow and anvil, .
Left the ledger and the loom;

Oar shares to swords are beaten,
And our pen's the pen of doom.

But well plow a 'deeper farrow.
And we'll deal a heavier blowf

And upon the Nation's Ledger
We will strike the balance now.

CnORCs To the fray, &e.

Lay the rails and build the engines.
O'er the slream the bridges throw;

These are little Yankee notions

Yankees carry as they go.

To the friends we leave behind us,
Oil we pledge a, hearty health;

And one prayer to God we offer

Bud tatc the good old ComvtonlccaUk!

Chorus To the fray, &c

See an Adam, and an Oti.
Look from Heaven to .peed us on!

Hear a Warren and a rrescott
Bid us keep the fields they won!

See again Virginia's Patriot
Rise to bid Disunion stand!

See the shade of Monticello
Strike again at Treason's band!

Cuoscs To the fray, fcc.

Forward, then, the Pine-Tre- e banner!
Still, as in our fathers' day,

Where her country's need i. greatest,
Massachusetts leads the way!

By our brothers' blood, still crying
From the streets of Baltimore,

Let the foe who struck heiilnd them,
Be struck down forever more.

Chorus To the fray, &e. ," '
Now, the Start and Stripes forever!

Be he cuned, each traitor ton,
Who assails the starry banner, , .

And the flagof Washington! r
For Mount Vernon", tacred ashes

Will not rest within their bed, "
a traitor band aronod it,

And a traitor flag o'erhead! 5,

- Cuorui To the fray comes the Bay State,
" Clear the way forthe Bay State,

Trntt you may in the Bay Elate,
She will do or die.

HOW THE MOUNTAIN BLAGESMITH
WAS CONVERTED.

A STORY OF THE SOUTH. ;..

The scene is laid in the monntainons
regions of Georgia. Mr. Forgeron, a
blacksmith, had a great antipathy against
alLilinistcrs; and .Methodist Ministers in'

particular. His shop was in a. narrow'
mountain, pass, and ho declared his de-

termination, to whip every Methodist
nmanher that tlBSSed his 8hop. The Rev.
BiJStnbblewortb, however, readily con-

sented to go thore, and the following dd

scribesTiis ride through the mountains:"
Forgeron had heard of his new victim,

and Tejoiced that his sWand appearance
furnished'a better subject for his vengeance
than the attenuated frame of the late
parson. Oh, what a 'nice "boating be
would have 1 He hadL-hear- too, that
so'melministerswere ratber'Bpirited? Jnd.
hoped'this one might be provokedtd
fight. Knowing that tbb clergyman must

pass on Saturday, in the afternoon, be
g'ave' Hisstriker a holiday, ;addfregaled
himself on' the beanties1 of1 Tom Paine,
awaing the ap'p'r'oach'of'tbe'preaeher. -- it
was' not overan hour before" Wheard the

words , T
- .',

"Oh, how hippy ire they wbo ' Saviour obey

And bave'laldtrp "their tretrnre. abov-e- "' ,
sung in a fall, deaf voice ; and soon the
vocalist, turning'the angle of tha, rock,;
rode, up with a continued smile pn jhu
face. " " , .

ilVHiow 'are yon, old 8Iabsides ? Get
off your horse, and join id my devotion,'.'

"- '-said'tho RtnitTi' - '.V - ' ' '

"I havo miles to ride," answered the
preacher, "and havenUtime, my friend; I
will call when I xeturn."

"Your name is Stubble worthand y)n.
are the triflinrr h'vnnrritn tha iiP.a.I have mb here to preach tieb:?"S, X" J

ouy name is btubblewortn,'? be meek-
ly, replied.

"Didn't you know my name was Ned
Forgeron, the blacksmith that whips eve-
ry Methodist preacher that comes along 1"
was asked with an audacious look ; ."and
how daro yon come here ?"

The preacher replied that he had heard
of Forgcron's name, but. presumed that
he did not molest well-behav- travellers.

"You prcsumo so I Yes, you are the
most presumptuous people, yon Mctodists,
that ever trod sole leather, anyhow.
Well, what'JI you do, you beef-heade- d

disciple, you ?"
Mr. Stubbleworth professed his willing

ness .to do anything reasonable to avoid
such a penanco. .

"Well, tnere s tnrce tnmgs you have
to do, or I'll maul yon into "a jelly. Tho
first is, yon are to quit preaching ; the
second is, you must wear this last will
and testament of 1 nomas Paine next to
your heart, read it every day, and, believe
every word you read ; and the third is,
that you are to curse the Methodists in
every crowd yon get into;" and the
blacksmith "shucked" himself, rolled np
his sleeves, and took a quid of tobacco.

Tho preacher looked on during these
novel preparations, without a lino of his
face moving, and at tho end lie replied
that tho terms were not reasonable, and
ho would not submit to them.

"Well, yon'vo got a whaling to sub-

mit to, then; 1,'H tear you into doll-rag- s

corner ways 1 Get down, you cussed
long-face- d hypocrite."

Tho preacher remonstrated, and For-
geron, walked up to tho horse, threatening
to tear him off if ho did not dismount ;

whereupon the worthy man made a vir-
tue of necessity, and alighted.

"I have one request to make, my friend
that is, you uon'tbeat me with this

overcoat on ; it was a present from the
ladies of my last circuit, and I do not
wish to havo it torn."

"OH. with it, and that suddenly, you
basin-face- d, imp, yon."

Tho Methodist preacher slowly drew
off his overcoat, as the blacksmith con-tinn- ed

his tirade of abuse of him ami the
sect, and throwing the garment behind
him, he dealt Mr. Forgerdn a tremendous
blow between tho eyes, which laid that
person on tho ground, with tho testament
of lorn I'aine beside him. Mr. btnbble-wort- h,

with tho tact of a connoisseur in
such matters, did not wait for his adver
sary to rise, but mounted him with tho
quickness of a cat, and bestowed his
blows with a courteous hand on the stom
ach and face of the blacksmith, continuing
his song where he hail left off on his ar-

rival
"Tongne cannot express the sweet comfort," &c

until Forgeron, from having experienced
"first love," or some other sensation cqnal-l- y

new to him, responded lustily
"Enough ! enough ! enough ! take him

off!"
Bnt unfortunately, there was no one by

to perform that kind office, except the
preacher's old roan, and he munched a
tuft of grass and looked on as if his master
was happy at camp meeting.

"Now," said Stubbleworth, "thero aro
three tilings you must promise me before

I let you np."
"What are they?" asked Forgeron,

eagerly.
"The first is, that you will never mo-

lest 'a Methodist preacher again."
Here Ned's pride arose, and he hesitat

ed; and. the reverend gentleman, with his
nsual benign smilo on his face, renewed
his blows and sung

"1 then rode on the iky, freely jollified I,
And the moon it was under my feet."

This oriental language overcame tho
blacksmith. Snchbold figures,, or some-

thing " else, caused him to, sing out,
"Well, I'll do it ; I'll do it !"

"Your are getting on very well," said
Mr. Stubbleworth. "I think I can make
a decent roan of yon yet, and perhaps a
Christian."

Ned groaned. "
v"The second thing.I require of you is,

to go to Pumpkin Greek meeting honse
and heqr me preachy

Ned attempted to stammer out some
excuse, when ,tne ui vino resumed nis de
votional hymn, and kept timo with the
music, striking., him over tho face with
the fleshy part of his hand.

"I'll do my best," said ne, in an hum
ble voice.

'Well, that's a man," said Stubble-- .

worth., "Now get up and go down to
tho sprint: nnd wash your face, and tear
upTom Paine's testament, and turn your
tnougnu on nign.

Ned rose, with feelings he never ex-

perienced before, and went, to obey the
lavertory injunctions of the preacher,
.when the latter person mounted his horse,
took Ned ly the hand, andsaid1

"Now keep your promise, and Ml keep
yonr counsel. Good evening, Mr. Forger-

on; I'll look for you .
And off he rode with the same imper-turabl- e,

.countenance, singing so loud .as

to "scare the, eagles from their eyrie in the
overhanging

"Well," thought Ned, "this is a nice
Dimness: What would peop'Ie'say if they
knew Edward Forge'ron was whipped
before his own door, ,and tb'st', too by a
Methodist preacher!" ."'

But his musings were more,in, sorrow
than in angen His disfigured connten- -

6ns questions that night, among his
friends; to which he replied with a stern
look they wjUegrstood, and tho vague
remark thaSri "cArWfUScc'dent.

pTsV'irsefcfc4.iljuxod otthe
rjso.Y NcrXz2LiaSKuie glass, compar

ed his black' eye, from the recent scnflle,
to the rainbow shipwreck scene "blend
ing every color into one." Or perhaps
ho never read tho story, and muttered to
himself, "Ned Forgeron whipped, by a
Methodist preacher 1"

From, that 'time his whole conduct
manifested a chance of feelintr. Tho gos
sips of the neighborhood observed it, and
whispered that Ned was silent, ana uaa
gono to meeting every Sunday sinco the
accident. They wondered greatly at his
burning tho books he used to read so
much. Strange storie3 were circulating
as to tho metamorphosis of this jovial
dare-dev- il blacksmith into a gloomy and
taciturn man ; somo supposed, very sage-

ly, that a "spirit" had enticed him into
the mountains, and, after giving him a
glimpse into tho future, had misled him
to a crsg where ho nad fallen and bruis-
ed his face. Others gave tho prince of
darkness the credit of tho change, bnt
none suspected the Methodist preacher;
and tho latter having no vanity to gratify,
the secret remained with Ned. Tho gloomy
state of mind continued until Forgeron
visited a camp meeting. Rev. Mr. Stub
bleworth preached a sermon that seemed
to enter his sonl and relieve it of a burden;
and tho song of

"How happy are they who their Sarionr obey,"

was only half through when he felt like
a new man. Forgeron was from that
time a "shouting Methodist." At a love
feast, a short timo subsequent, ho gave
his experience, and revealed the mystery
of his conviction and conversion to his
astonished neighbors.

Tho Rev. Mr. Stubbleworth, who had
faithfully kept tho secret until that timo,
could not contain himself any longer, hut
gave vent to Ins feelings in convulsive
peals of laughter, as the bnrning tears of
joy coursed their way down his cheeks.

"les, my brethren," said be, "it is a
fact. I did maul tho grace into his un-

believing soul, thero is no doubt."
Ths blacksmith of tho mountain-pas- s

himself became,. soon after, a Methodist
preacher.

PiscdDfimcmiSw

LOLA MONTEZ.

Pause by the coGn'i haft!
Speak a kind uord for the fair penitent,
Who for ker .in. atoned ere life was spent,

And Death had hurled his shall!

Gaze on that pallid face!
Cloird are the dreamy eyes that years agone
Miile n King vassal, and nsnrped a throne!

Cloied closed for endless space!

A few Kant feet of earth
Sulilce for her! s of snowy white,
Where once the dance-dres- s was with spangles bright!

Saduess, where onee was mirth!

I7ave we not erit been bid
That we forgive as we would be forgiven,
Tboogh the oflence be seventy times a seven?

Xail down the coQin. Ild!

A Soldier's Emotion in Battle.
Onr citizen soldiers inexperienced in

the battle field will find the most torrible
moments just before tho combat begins.
A soldier, in his narration of his personal
adventures in tho Mexican war, publish-
ed in "Howe's Achievements of Ameri-
cans," gives somo interesting items on
this head in tho description of the battle
of Palo Alto, the opening battlo.of tho
war.

When all was ready, both armies stood
still for about twenty minutes, each wait
ing for tho other to be"in tho work of
death, and during this timo I did not see
a single man of the enemy move ; they
stood like statues.

We remained quiet, with two excep
tions. Gen. Taylor, followed by his staff,
rode from left to right at a slow pace,
with his leg thrown over lik a woman,,
and as he passed each regiment, ho spoke
words of encouragement. I know not
what ho said to the others, but when he
came tip to .where no stood,' he .looked
steadily at us; I suppose, to see what
effect the novel circumstances in which
wo were placed had upon ns, and, as he
caiied, he said: "The bayonet, my hardy
cocks! the bayonet is. the thing " The
other occasion was that of Lieut. Blake,
of the Engineers, who volunteered to gal
lon alontr the enemies' lino, in front of
both armies, and connt their gnns; and
so close did be. go that he might have
been shot a' hundred times. One of the
officers of the enemy, doubtless thinking
be had some communication to make, rode
ont to meet him; Blake, however, paid
no attention to him, but rode on, and
then returned and reported to Taylor.

Thns stood those two belligerent armies,
face .to, face. -- What were the feelings of
those thousands ! How many thoughts
and fears were crowded into those few
moments 1 Look at our men ! a clammy
sweat is settled all over faces slightly pale,
not from cowardly fear, bnt from an aw-
ful sense of peril, combined with a .de-

termination not to flinch from duty.
These '.are the moments in which true
soldiers resign-themselve- s to their fate,
and console themselves with the reflection
that whatever may befall them they will
act with honor; these aro the moments
when tho absolute, coward suffers more
than death when, if not certain lie would
be shot in his tracks, be would turn and
flee. Fighting is venr hard work-;- , the

ance was, of course, the subject of numer- - man who has passed through a' two hours'

fight, has lived through a?rea'amount
of mental and physical likor. At tho
end of a battle, I always found that I had
perspired, so profusely as to wet trhough
nlliiy thick --wobleaclotlungfaui when
X had got cool! I was aa sore asifI had
been beaten all over with a clnb. When
the battle commences tha feelings undergo
a change. Reader, did yon ever see yonr
nouso on bro 7 if so, it was tben you rush-
ed into great danger ; it was then yon
went over places, climed over walls, lift-
ed hoavy loads, which you never could
havo done in your cooler moments ;oyou
then, have experienced some of the excite-
ment of a soldier in battle. I always
know my danger that at any .moment I
was liable to bo killed ; yet such was my
excitement that I novcr fully realized it.
All men are not alike ; some aro cool ;

6omo are perfectly wild or crazy ; others
are so prostrated with fear that they are
completely unnerved an awful sinking
and relaxation of all their energies takes
place, awful to behold ; they trcmblo like
an aspen, slink into ditches and covert
places, cry like children, and aro totally
insensiblo to shame dead, to every emo-
tion but tho overwhelming fear of in-

stant death. We had a few, and but a
few, of such in onr army.

As tho two armies were facing" each
other, it was remarkable to see tho cool-

ness of our men; there they stood, chew-

ing bits of biscuit, and talking about the
Mexicans somo wondering if they would
flight ; others allowing that they wonld,
and liko demons, etc. I kept ny eye on
tho artillery of tho enemy,, and happened
to be looking toward tho rieht-win- e.

when suddenly a white cnrl of smoke
Rprang up there from one of their runs
and then I saw tho dust fly some'distance
in front, where tho ball struck. Instantly
another, and another rich cnrl of smoke
arose, succeeded by a booming sonnd,
and the shot came crushing toward us.
The enemy fired very rapidly, and thoir
balls knocked the dust about us in all di-

rections somo went over our heads, oth-
ers etrnck the ground in front and bound-
ed away.

Our batteries now went 'to work, and
poured in upon them a perfect storm of
iron; Lieut. Churchill and his men began
with their eighteen pound",- - and w.hen
the first was fired, it made such a loud
report that onr men gave a spontaneous
shout, which seemed to inspire ns with
renewed confidence. I could hear every
word tho Lieutenant Baid to his men.

When the first shot was fired, he watch-
ed tho ball, saying, "Too high, men; try
another !" "too low, men ; try again
tho third time is the charm !" The third
shot was fired, and I saw with my own
eyes tho dreadful eliect of that and tho
following shots. "That's it, my boys !"
shouted Churchill, jumping up abont two
feet; "you have them now ! keep at that!"
and so they did, and every shot toro com- -
pleto lanes through tho enemy a lines ;
but they stood it manfully. The full
chorns of battle now raged; twenty-thre- e

pieces ot artillery belcbed forth their iron
hail.

Wo wero ordered to lie down in the
grass to avoid the sthot ; this puzzled our
enemy, nnd they could not brinjr their
guns to bear on ns, making our loss very
small. Many were the narrow escapes ;
one ball came within six inches of my
left side. Tho force of tho shot was

; a horse's body was no obstacle
at all; a man's leg was a mere pipe stem.
I watched tho shot as it struck the roots
of the grass, and it was astonishing how
tho dust flew. In about a hour the grass
caught on fire, and tho clouds of smoke
shut ont the opposing armies from view.
Wo had not as yet lost a man from
onr regiment. In tho obscurity thee nemy
changed tbeir line, and tho eighteen
pounders, supported by our regiment,
took a now position on a little rise of
gronnd. As we moved on to the spot, a
six pound sliot carried away the lower
jaw of Capt. Page, and then took off a
man's hond on the right, as clean as with
a knife. The blood of poor Page was
the fiist blood I saw; he was knocked
down in the grass, and as he endeavored
to raiso himself, ho presented snch a
ghastly spectacle that a sickly, fainting
sensation' came over me, and the memory
of that night I shall carry wfth nte to my
dying day. A little later, Mai- - Ringgold
was mortally' wounded at his battery ; I
saw him jnst after it. The shot had torn
away a portion of tho flesh of his thighs';
its forco was tremendous, cntting off both
his pistols at the locks, and also the with-
ers of his horse a splendid steed, which
was killed to relieve him of his misery.
The enemy tried hard, "bnt without avail,
to hit onr eighteen pounders. The battle
continued until' night put an end to the
scene. Wo bivouacked where we' were,
and laid on our arms ; we slept, however,
but little, thinking we might be attacked
in onr sleep.

The enemy had been very severely
handled, owing .to the snperiority of our
artillery. The gunners went into it more
like butchers than military men; each
stripped oS his coat, rolled np his sleeves,
and tied his suspenders around his .waist;
they all woro red flannel shirts, and there-
fore, were in uniform. To see" them
limbering and unlirabering, firing a feiV
shots, then dashing through the smoke,
and then fire again with lightning like
rapidity, partly hid 'from yiew by dense
clouds' of smoke and dost, with their
dark red shirts and naked arms, yelling
at every shot they made, reminded me of
a band of demons rather than men. ''

Chasoe or Tekpeb. Jeff. Davis is
anxious for, peace, and .bis Generals are
of a retiring disposition.

VOLUNTEER CHORUS.

BY H. S. COBNrVEU

Coma, ting totfi praise of the (ood old day.
Cfcnjtii.ifruiiureabtaxetis; -- -

Who bore to the wan our flag of start,
With a good old roasiar chorus!

Through thick and Ihia, "mid tha battle"! din,
King George rage defying.

They marched to the field, and wonld aot yield.
Bat kept the old flag flying!

Chokts Then here", three ebeert for the volunteer.!
With traitors no communion!

For the flag of the brave .hall ever wave
For liberty and Union!

To the sound of the drum, they come, come, come,
From every hill and valley;

Like the waves of the sea, for the Land of the Free,
With heart, of tire they rally!

On! on! to the fight, thro' the day, thro' the night;
. There'll soon be tlormy weather!

By the girls we love, we'll heroes prove,
And stand or fall together!

Chokcs Then here1 three cheeri, io.
Here's the Green Mountain men from the wood and glen,

And irom each craggy highland;
And the Jersey Blae, with bit rifle true,

And the boys of ttout Rhode Island!
The Empire State, who cannot wait,

Crowds on from her furthest regions;
And the mighty West, from her teeming breast,

Pours down her conquering legions!
Croecs Then here's three cheers, lu.
Well hang Jeff. Davis on a tree,

Upon his own plantation!
And bit reward give Beauregard,

And charge it to the Nation!
And well bring from the wart the Stripet and Stars,

When all onr toilt are over.
With a song to the praise of the good old days,

And lire and die in clover!
Choets Then here's three cheers, &c.

it

WATT FOB THE WAGON.

A hundred thousand Xorthmen,
In glittering war array,

Shout: "Onward now to Richmond!
Well brook no more delay.

Why give the traitors time and means
To fortiry the way

With stolen gum, in ambutcadeii
Oh, aniwer as, we pray."
CHORUS OF CJHEFTAINS.
Yon mmt wait for the wa joni,
The real army wagons
The fat contract wagons,

Bought in the e way.

Now, if for army wagons.
Not for compromise, yon wait,

. Ju.t ask them of the farmer. .
Of any Union State;

And ifyon need ten tbonun J,
Sound, strong, thoogh second-ban-

Tonll find upon the Instant
A supply for your demand.

CHORUS.
No! wait for the wagons.
The new army wagons,
The fat contract wagons,

Till the 13th of July.

No swindling, fat contractors
Shall block the People, way.

Nor rebel compromisers:
Tis treason's reckoning day.

Tben shoot again our war-cr- y

To Richmond onward move!
We now can croih the traitors.

And that we mean to prove!' CHORUS.
Xo! wait for the wagons,
The fat contract wagons;

If e so wills it.
Wait till the JaJgment Day.

From Vanity Fair.
Our War Correspondence.

Bunqtown, S. C, May 25th.
Dear Vanity: Such times as I've had I

I was unable to write yon last week. lam
in tho heart of the enemy's country, and
they take every opportunity to incom- -

modo me
But I am making rather a good thin?

of
I generally do.
After sending my men into camp at

Washington, I picked a hundred of my
old Zoo-zo- o friends, and came down here
into South Carolina, to travel a little.
We were all disguised as taraborino-cirl- s.

I never dreamed, my dear "Vanity, that
thero was so much valuablo property in
the Sonth.

If I had, I should have been hero be-

fore.
Do yon want me to send yon anything

nico ? If you do, just let mo know what,
and I will get it for yon.

I've got two mnlatto preachers, one of
whom is as much as I have any uso for.
If you would like the other I'll send him
on at onco. He is a Methodist, and very
eloquent when sober.

Then I've got a bnshel basket full of
watches, and fonr tobacco plantations.

My Lieutenant formerly Commodore
of my fleet Signor Cospetto di Vendetta
is delighted. He was on the road in
Corsica for three or fonr years, but says
he never saw such pickings anywhere, be-

fore.
As soon as the chivalry found ont

who we were, they seemed to loose all
respect for ns, and began to be. very an-

noying. They hanged two of my men
for inviting a fat oz and some poultry
to supper in onr quarters. This, I
thought, was inhospitable, so I burned
the town down Bowieknife Corner
and confiscated all the property within
several miles.

They don't understand me yet.
I am only travelling for pleasure now.

When I come to start my army this way,
I will show them what fighting is I

Yesterday, I dined with Gov. Pickens.
He sets a nice table, does the Governor
and has some splendid silverware.. If
yon like, I will. give yon a conple of his
spoons.

He thinks the South will whip in this
war

"Yon must know, my dear Mac,"'said
the Governor, when, the sherry came on ;

"yon must know that nearly all' onr sol-

diers are raw boys, Hnaccustomed to
handling firearms. Now, "when they get
excited, as they're sure to in battle, they

. ,

will bo bo careless with their muskets that
ten to one, some. of your men will get
shot. Your army had better' stay in

J gferpisitalftrwoiJjltv air first
("..V&k out wncn you reueci inai we

have as many green tops tho case is as
broad as it is long.

All battles cannoi be as successful

also

that of Charleston Harbor.
Jnst as I wrote the last sentence. Gov.

Pickens! body servant, a very smart yel-
low boy, entered with a note from his
master. It is as follows:

Dear Mac: A joke's a joke, yon know.
I'm not vexed. My boy will receive tho
spoons, and all will bo forgotten.

Your'n, Pickens.
I have confiscated the servant, and sent

these few words to his master :
.Dear Pick : I give you twenty-fou- r

hours to writo an apology in. My sol-
diers want a bonfire Your houso is
wooden.

I think that will fetch him. If not,
down goes his shanty !

He who would seek to cope with a
McArono, must bo a man of mora than
common monld. When I have captured
the South when my star-gemm- ban-
ners floats from every houso- - in the land

when my lanrel-crowne- d bust looks
serenely down from every niche when
my namo is coupled with a fervent bles
sing in tbo mouth of every man, woman,
child and negro, then, and then only, will
I let him np.

Sonthrons, I come.
Tremble !

Cospetta di Vendetta has just returned
from a little sojonrn in Montgomery. He
was there one day only. Ho found Jeff.
Davis and General Beanregard sitting on
the steps of tho Capitol, eating peanuts,
and talking horse. He was desirous of
conversing with them, but not under-
standing English nor any other language
except Corsican and thieves' slang, he
had difficulty.

Finally, Floyd was sent for. Of course,
ho is perfectly conversant with tho thief s
vocabulary, and my lieutenant had quite
a chat with him.

"Did you grab your grigs ?" asked
Floyd.

"Yea, 'and aherried tb peter," said my
lieutenant ; "bnt what's a cully to fake ?

I am bhx to sky, and want fardeninjr."
"Nix my dolly pals," replied tho light

lingered statesman.
This last expression may be considered

decisive.
I think that, when I get through loafing

about Here, 1 will sail my fleet against
Montgomery. Thero is a bank there,
and my men want a little pocket-mone- y.

Abe doesn't want me to go qui so fast
ai nrs(,.Dur. i tnins l can snow mm a
trick or two that he isn't np to, as yet.

My genius is not to be trammeled by a
mere President.

When tho prond bird of Jove soars
skyward toward the aznre empyrean, with
tho beams of Liberty gilding his massive
pinions, he mnst soar unshackled.

The weather is very fine.
I must close. Some of my fellows

havo got on a spree, and want to hang
a couple of editors. I must go and see
abont it. If I get there in timo, I will
save the poor devils. If not. I want to
see them swnng off. These Zoo-zoo- s of
mfno are playful dogs; they will havo
their practical jokes. After all, they are
good children, and I am

McArose.

How a Traitor Treats His Mother.
To the Editor of the N. Y. Tribune:

Sir: Sinco the Hon. C. L. Vallandig-ha-

member of Congress from the Day
ton District in this State, has manifested
so much sympathy with tho traitor crew
of Jeff. Davis, I hear many people asking
wbat 6ort of a man be. can bo. 1 cannot
better answer these inquiries than by the
relation, of a fact well known hero, and
from which loyal people may learn what
sort of stuff Northern traitors are made of.

This notorious Vallandigham has a
poor old mother, well stricken in years,
who daily realizes

"How sharper than a serpent's tooth it it
V To have a thankless child."

This worthy old lady is a respected
member of the Presbyterian Chnroh in
Dayton, and, although a member of Con-

gress a man very well off in worldly
property, besides his 83,000 a year and
mileage she is literally left to the care
of the parish. At the last meeting of
the New Lisbon Presbytery, on motion
of the Rev. O. M. Todd, relief was grant,
ed to Mrs. Vallandigham" by a vote of
the body: And for several years past
she has been regularly relicvedin the same
manner. The congregation of the church
of which she is a member, have also,
from time to time, fnrnishedtbe means
support, without which she mnst have
suffered the last degradation of virtuous
poverty the poor honse.

From these facts, yonr readers can
jndge.how little of manly truth and con
scientious scruple stood in the patb tbat
led Vallandigham to the camp of his
country's enemies. The man who thus
neglects a helpless mother, wonld very
naturally incline to the side of theft
and treason. Let him be matked and re-

membered. Yours, F.
New Lisbon, O., July 4, 1861.

FaoM Vahity Fair. By our Judicial
Joker. To wbat decision, must the Sonth
soon come ? To Dread Scott.

The best campaign paper Cartridge
paper.

A good ping to stick into the month
of a cannon A Ping-ngl- y.

as

to

Tie Rebel Leaders

Bloodthirsty Speeches ofJeflersoa Davis
and Governor Wise.

On tha lit instant, Jefferson Davis was
serenaded at Richmond, Va., and made a
bloodthirsty speech, in which he said:

"Upon every hill which now overlooks
Richmond yon have had, and will con-
tinue to havo, camps containing soldiers
from every State in the Confederacy; and to
its remotest limits every proud heart beats
high with indignation at the thought that
tha foot of the invader has been set on
tho soil of old Virginia. Great cheer-
ing. Thero is not one true son of the
South who is not ready to shoulder his
musket, to bleed, to die, or to conqner in
the causo of liberty here. Cheers. Be-
ginning under many embarrassments, tho
result of seventy years taxation being in
the hands of our enemies, we mnst at first
move cautiously. It may be that wo
shall havo to encounter sacrifices; but, my
friends, under the smiles of the God of
the just, and filled with the same spirit,
that animated onr fathers, success shall
porch on onr banners. I am suro von
do not expect mo to go into any argu-
ment upon thoso qncstious which for
twenty-fiv- e years, have agitated the coun
try. Wo have now reached tho point
whoro arguments being exhausted it only
remains for ns to stand by onr weapons.
Cheers and cries of We will. When

the time and occasion serve we shall smite
the smiter with manly arms, as did onr
fathers before ns, and as becomes their
Bons. To the enemy we leave the base
acts of the assassin and incendiary, to
them we loave it to insult helpless women;
to us belongs vengeance upon man. ns

applause. Now, my friends,
I thank yon again for this gratifying man-
ifestation. A voice 'Tell ns something
about Buena Vista.' Well, my friends,
I can only say tre trill make the battle
fields of Virginia another Buena Vista,
and drench them vnth blood more precious
tlian that which flowed there, we will
make a history for ourselves. We do
not ask that the past shall shod onr lustro
upon ns, bright as our past has been, for
we can achieve our own destinv. We
may point to many a field, over which
has floated the flag of onr country when'
wo were of the United States, upon which
Southern soldiers and Southern officers
reflected their brave spirits in their deeds
of daring ; and withont intending to cast
a shadow npon the conrago of any portion
of the United States, let us call it to your
remembrance, that no man who went
from any of these Confederate States, has
ever yet, a general officer, surrendered to
an enemy."

Henry A. Wise was then called out.
and delivered himself of the following
sentiments:

"You want war, firo, blood to pnrify"
yon; and the Lord of Hosts has demanded
that yon should walk through fire and
blood. You are called to the fiery bap-
tism, and I call npon yon to corao up to'
the altar. Thongh yonr pathway bo
through fire, or through a river of blood,
turn not aside. Be in no baste no hur-
ry. Collect yourselves, summon your
selves, elevate yourselves to the high and
sacred duty of patriotism. Tho man who.'
dares to pray, the man who dares to wait
until some magio arm ispnt into his hand;
tbo man who will not go nnless he has '

a minie, or percussion musket, who' will '
not be content with flint and steel, or
even a gun without a lock, is worse than
a coward he is a renegade. If he can
do no better, go to a blacksmith, tack a '

gun along as a sample, and get him to '
make yon one liko it. Get a spear a
lanco. Take a lesson from John Brown.
Aianntactaro yonr blades irom old iron, ,
even thongh it be the tires of your' cart
wheels. Get a piece of carriage spring
and grind and burnish it in the shape of
a bowie knife, and pnt it to any sort of a
handle, so that it be strong ash, hickory, '
oak. Bnt, if possible, get a donble bar-
reled gun and a dozen ronnds of buckshot,
and go on the battle field with these. If
the enemy's gnns carry farther than yours,
rouced the distance; meet them foot to foot; '
eye to eye, body to'body, and when yoo
strike a blow, .strike home. Yonr true'
blooded Yankee will never stand still in
the presence of cold steel. Let yonr aim, '
therefore, be to get into closa quarters, and
with a few decided, vigorous movements

always pnshing forward, never back
my word for it the soil of Virginia will
be swept of the vandals who are now pol- -
luting its atmosphere."

Too Good to be Lost. A country-'- "
man was in tfo town of Lnmpkin, last
week, and was asked how be liked the
war news? He replied, "Very well."
" Are yon ready to go 1" he was askea.
"Yes," he replied. "Ara'vbraot
afraid?" "No. If I should seea'Yan- -
kee with bis gun levelled arid, looking
right at me, I will draw ont my pocket- -'

book and ask him what he will take for
bis gun, and right there the fight will
end." Macon Telegraph.

" Where did yon get that turkey ?"
said Col. Billy Wilson to oneofhla
amiable recruits, who came into camp,
the other day, with a fine, large bird.

" Stole it," was the laconic answer.
" Ah," said tho Colonel, triumphant-

ly, to a bystander, "yon see ay boys '

may steal, bnt they won't lie I"

U. 8. asdC.'S. The United States
are known as Uncle Sam, and the Con--
federate States Sally. Under
whose banner -- will yon"J rally : Unele
Sam's or Cousin Sally's?
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